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return, a return with a difference but still a return, to the centre
from which we spring!" He thrust his fists against the pit
of his stomach, for his dyspepsia became sharp at that moment,
but using his very discomfort as a point tfappui for intenser
thought, he plunged like a diver into the mystery of the old
town about him, whose mellow murmur came up from the
street into his ears; and as he sank into its undersea of the long
generations, he felt as if he were touching some calm undying
presence down there, whose secret was that of the individual
soul, not of the passing of any present into any future.
He undid the buttons of his braces now, so as the more
easily to press his knuckles against his navel, and as he did this
all his strength seemed suddenly to drain out of him, and a
dull inert weariness of the whole struggle descended on him.
This "whoreson lethargy" was the worst form that his nostalgia
for Wizzie took. He missed her in every possible way. He
missed her as the general background of his life, and this per-
haps troubled him the most; but he also was perpetually receiving
sideway thrusts of a sickening poignancy from all manner of
unexpected little things.
And instead of missing her less, as day followed day, his
longing for her increased. The very absence of emotional passion
from his nature, his very lack of feelings that depend on a
certain virile energy, made it worse for him, for it deprived
him of the relief that passionate hearts find in anger and pride
and thoughts of revenge; while his grand cult of sensations,
though it didn't altogether fail him, lost in some subtle way
much of its finer edge.
What he discovered in fact, was something he had never
realized before, the crucial role played in this life of sensation
by contrast with something else! What he had really done—
and the girl had known it—was to use the living Wizzie as he
had used the dead Mona. It meant nothing to her that there
was in this a proof of the intensity of his feeling, a proof of its
etherealized sensuality, of its all-pervasiveness and absorbing
diffusion.
It was no consolation to her that he thought of the modelling
of her limbs as he walked round Poundbury, or that he mingled
the curves of her " lurin' figure" with the valla and fossae
of Maiden Castle! But this diffusion of her desirability through
the earth he walked on, through the grass and the rocks add

